THE DAY-DREAM

Faint Shadows, vapours lightly curl'd,
Faint murmurs from the meadows come,

Like hints and echoes of the world
To spirits folded in the womb.

Soft lustre bathes the range of urns

On every slanting terrace-lawn.
The fountain to his place returns

Deep in the garden lake withdrawn.
Here droops the banner on the tower^

On the hall-hearths the festal fires,,
The peacock in his laurel bower,

The parrot in his gilded wires.

Roof-haunting martins warm their eggs;

In these,, in those the life is stay'd.
The mantles from the golden pegs

Droop sleepily : no sound is made,
Not even of a gnat that sings.

More like a picture seemeth all
Than those old portraits of old kings.

That watch the sleepers from the wall
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Here sits the Butler with a flask
Between his knees, half-drain'd; and there
The wrinkled steward at his task,
The maid-of-honour blooming fair :
The page has caught her hand in his :
Her Hps are sever'd as to speak :
His own are pouted to a kiss :
The blush is fix'd upon her cheek.